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the masters.  They returned fco the old home
occasionally ; but when they did so Koko was aware
of a difference in their attitude towards him. Always
polite, always tolerant, they seemed to regard him
as rather a strange person that must be petted
as one pets a cat or dog. There were a few visitors
who smiled incredulously at him as he sat on the floor
or leant against a cushion. They were people who did
not understand, who were worldly-wise, who were
somewhat like the London shopman. But Little
Mother, she understood. She had given him life, a
soul, because her love was the kind of love that can,
and does, perform miracles.

When Koko was twenty-eight years old he
experienced many changes. The hair of Little Mother
and her husband was now white, but though age had
gently crept upon them they were still busy with
their work. Still their pens flew to ink-pots, and
still many pages were filled with their writing.
Koko continued to sleep in Little Mothers bed, and
when the nights were cold she would furnish
him with additional wrappings. Lifctle Mother often
took him out in the garden. In the autumn they
would pick red leaves together, and in the summer he
would lie in her arms looking at a glorious bed of
Shirley poppies. Every evening Koko was taken out
on the veranda for a smoke, for he was never allow-
ed to smoke indoors. Koko won a kind of local fame,
and as the years went by, the story of his doings was